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FEEDING THE UNEMPLOYED. 


** The Unemployed having suffered so much during the recent severe weather, Poor Pa determined that under no circumstances should they be deprived of 
their pancakes this year. On Shrove Tuesday, therefore, Dad, together with a large staff, was present in Trafalgar Square, cooking and distributing prncakes 
as if his life depended upon it. Unfortunately, the ‘ bona fide’ Unemployed were conspicuous only by their absence, and the few dilapidated loafers present 
were so unyrateful as to cast back Pa’s pancakes in his teeth, together with sundry uncomplimentary epithets.”’—Toorsiz. 


CONCERNING OPEN-HANDEDNESS. MADAME TUSSAUD. 


THERE are not many names as well-known in London 
and the country as that of the clever lady who originated 
the famous waxwork exhibition ; but we have here before 
us two small volumes published in 1839 in Philadelphia, 
giving her reminiscences of the first French Revolution, 
which are full of most interesting facts concerning those 
terrible times that may be little known, yet can scarcely fail 
to interest our readers, 

Madame was, in her youth, for many years the companion 
of the unfortunate Princess Elizabeth, the sister of Louis 
XVI. She was born in 1760, and was the niece of M.Curtius, 
a celebrated modeller in wax, who had an exhibition in 
Paris, and it was of him that she learnt the art, and 
presently took casts, not only from living heads but from 
those which the guillotine had severed from their trunks, 
and which, peted from the executioner’s basket, were often, 
while yet bleeding, brought to her. 

She thus speaks of the dungeons of the Bastile, which 
she visited after its siege: “They exhaled noxious vapours 
and stench, and were infested by rats, lizards, toads, and 
other loathsome reptiles. In the angle of each dungeon 
was a camp bedstead of planks resting on bars of iron tixed 
in the wall. These cells were dark and hideous, without 


i q , Imit either light or fresh air. They 
It is astonishing with what graceful generosity a man will weizh out f And yet the same man will cause the plaster to drop from the ceiling, and the very window or aperture to ac z res . The) 
the best to buy some tow-headed barmaid a locket, and doin the talance es the peje to freeze with horror by the force of the e: ves he indulges in when were secured by double doors three inches thick, the interior 
fiver by taking her down to Richmond for the day. his wife diffidently asks him for half a crown to buy his child a pair of boots with ! covered with iron plates and fastened by strong bolts and 
e 


yr w 


heavy locks. The most horrible les were the dungeons, 
wherein the iron cages were fixed. These cages, the disgrace o 
human nature, were eight fret high by six feet wide, and formed of 
strong beams, strengthened farther by iron plates. In this prison 
were found engines for putting to torture those unhappy persons 
whom the cruelty or jealousy of despotism had determined to 
destroy, An iron cage was found with a skeleton of a man in it, 
who had probably lingered out a great part of his days in that 
horrid situation.” 

Among the prisoners found in the Bastile was the Comte de 
Lorge, who was brought to Madame Tussaud to take a cast of his 
fuce. He had been thirty years in his dungeon and begged to be 
taken back again, A few weeks of liberty killed him, Madame, 
whilst descending some steep narrow stairs leading to the cells, 
slipped her foot and would have fallen had she not been caught by 
Robespierre, who was one of the party, and who said “it would 
have been a great pity if so young and pretty a patriot should have 
broken her neck in such a horrid place.” Little did she think that 
“a few years later she should have his severed head in her lap, in 
order to take 1 cast of it after his execution.” 

We have all read elsewhere how the fury of the mob was wreaked 
on the Governor of the Bastile and his gaolers, and their hands and 
heads chopped off and paraded through the sireets, More horrors 
rapidly followed, and we come presently to the case of the Princess 
«le Lamballe, with whom Madame was intimately acquainted. 
She was dragged forth from the prison of La Force to meet her 
cruel death, “and here,” sa@s the Editor of this interesting work, 
“let the veil drop over the horrid details which accompanied this 
demon-like act of barbarity, and which could only have been 
perpetrated by a saturnalia of hell. Many authors have dilated 
minutely on the savage mutilations which were perpetrated, but I 
shall forbear from enlarging upon a subject so heartrending. Her 
head was immediately taken to Madame Tussaud. The savage 
murderers stood over her, whilst she, shrinking with horror, was 
compelled to take a cast of the features. To have the severed head 
between her trembling hands was hard to bear. The features, 
beauteous even in death, and the auburn tresses, although smeared 
with blood, still in parts shone with all their natural brilliance.” 

Many other strange episodes are to be found in these memoirs, 
and many curious details respecting the celebrities of that period, 
tending to prove that there was little, if any, guess work about the 
models that Madame took, and which exist to this day in the 
collection near Baker Strect Railway Station. 

* * 


e . * * 
From MR, BocGies, BUILDER, tv A. SLOPER, EsQ., EMINENT 
HumsBuc. (Private and confidential.) 

Srr,—My attention has been called to observations in a recent 
issue of your paper respecting “ Krorlin Korpses ” under the bed. 
As this is calculated to os my property. and as I have hitherto 
experienced so much difliculty in obtaining any arrears of rent, 
etc., etc., etc.—— 

(Next week, “A Famous Forgery.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough tocontain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Thanks for “murphy,” WILLIAM HARLEY ; Splendid likeness, is 
it not 2 Yea, we fancy, ANXIOUS ANNIE, You would hare to take 
the lot, Thy's fanlt, of course, SUBSCRIBER, It’s a really shock- 
tng crime, ery fair, indeed, A NOVICE; Yow'll improve in 
couree of time. Haven't got the spacc, PERONY. Any time you 
like, F.G._ Glad to hear tt, COUNTRY READER ; 7hat is just as 
it should be. You can have it, H. F, CHESTER; Send us'on the 
needful stamps, ALLY reached his home, Exquinen, With 
assistance from the lamps. Many thanks for cuttings, ROGER; 
vlad you had a jolly time. Probably, A VAL O' JABEZ, Ile has 
sought another clime, 

— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Porwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
execpted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. &d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
dn Stamps or P.O.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
‘*THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, Lonpon, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kivaques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE La Banque. 
——_— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the nezt-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
( Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall ha pen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United cor pape 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom erery Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


——— ~~ 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~—_ 


Mr. 11. Umbugg. Iwas at Covent Garden Ball on Friday, and 
was the lion of the evening. 

Straightways. I was there also, but it didn't seem tome that you 
were much of a lion; in fact, I rather thought people avoided you, 
on account of your absurd costume. 

Mr. 1, Uminugg. Well—eh—ah—humph—but—er—lions gener- 
ally are avoided, are they not? 

ss 
os 
How easily (to gain him pelf) 
Would SLOPER's poet's rhymes be spinned 
If every word possessed the self- 
Same idiosyncrasy as “* wind.” 


For oft the Fossil’s bard has grinned, 
And oft has felt relieved, to tind— 
Though “blind” and “ grind” won't rhyme 
with: wind "— 
He still oan, make them rhyme with 


“win 


s 
First Father. How do you manage to get rid of your daughter's 
young man in decent time in the evening? 
Second Father. Why, 1 give them a paraffin lamp, and I see that 
two thirds of the oil container is filled with water. The oil burns 
away in a couple of hours, the lamp goes out, and so does the young 


iret Father. Your girl’s young man must be a different sort to 
mine, then, for I tried that, and he only stopped all the longer— 
suid he liked sitting in the dar 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 566.—The “ Football 


First Fair une. (gushingly). My husband must be a thoroughly experienced 


man of the wo 


Second Fair One (reading). Here you are, dear: Sir George Trumpet his just 


" Costume. 


“Cold mornin’, matey; stand 
usadrop.” “You got one—at 
your nose end.” 


been divorced for the third time. How will he suit, eh? 


Fair One (criticising inmates of 


stalls). How dreadfully men do 
make up; I cannot make out how 


they can do it. 


BSL 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDY 
Tabbiterns, 


[Saturday, March 2, 18u», 


Scans a Visitor. Do you send your children to Sunday Schoo! 

r. Sikes ‘ 
Bill Sikes, Not me! if they'd teach 'em the Fifth Command. 

— a pom their father and mother, I shouldn't mind, but 
ey don’t. 

District Visitor. Are you sure? 

Bill Sikes. Oh, yes, I've tried ‘em, and they taught the nippers 
that it was wicked to drink, or swear, or have a hand at cards on 
Sundays, and so on, until my kids began to think that I was 4 
wrong 'un, so I took ‘em away. No more Sunday School for nv. 

k yer. °° ; 


Wii pipes were all frozen in Pudlingtox 


‘own 
And the water supply was sto; i 
Then into the breakeven of Cee Brown 
A splendid idea there popped. 
“No water for washing! no water for tea!” 
a alert, ion Heo to ki donghter 
. hie thee,” quoth he, “to the 
And procure me a rolume of water!" =~ 


s 
Dressing for the Theatre. 

She. Oh, dear, oh, dear! where on earth is my tooth brush ? 

He. 1 saw it in the fender this morning, my dear, Looked as 
though you had been poking the fire with it. 

She, Oh, yes, I remember, I couldn't find the poker anywhere, 
and now—— Oh, dear, oh, dear! 

JTe. What's the matter now ? 

She. Why, 1 can't find my teeth. 


s 
Benevolent and Inquiring Missionary. Now, just tell me how 
vou feel the next morning after a re; fer Poko amo you have 
had so much to drink that you couldn't drink any more. 
Lushington, 1 really don't know. I've never had the chance of 
getting enough liquor to try ; but 1 don't mind experimenting if 
you like to pay exes. *.° 


Magistrate. What is the matter with the prisoner at the bar-—cr 
—er—charged with burglary, I see—he doesn’t look well? 

raised Inspector, He is quite well, your honour, but he's a little 
upset. 

Magistrate, What has upset him? 

Police Inapector, Why, sir, he had been working for nearly half 
nu hour on an outside door before the constable arrested him, and 
then, just as he had finished cutting out the hinges, he discovered 
that the door was neither locked nor bolted,and he hasn't got over 
it yet. °° 


“T FEAR my once true wife is now” 
(And Pipkin piped his ere) 
“ Unfaithful to her nuptial vow!" 
And Quipkin queried, “Why?” 
Then o'er poor pkin's face did stray 
A shade of pensive gloom : 
“She's lately let me smoke my clay 
Within her drawing-room !" 
ss 
s 
Mrs. Penhecker, Vve been to the doctor to-day about your 
indigestion, and he says that it is all your own fault, and that you 
ought not to take what does not agree with you. 
Mr. Penhecker (sadly), Ah! that’s all very well, but his advice 
comes too late. 
Mra. Penhecher. What do you mean? 
Mr. -Penhecker. Why, he should have told me that before | 
married you. “° 
Irate Father. Will you behave yourrelf, Tommy? You younz 
raseal, if you are not quiet I will throw you clean downataies| 
Tommy (exceuting war dance). You can't, dad. You couldn't do 
it if you tried. 
Irate Father. I couldn't?) What do you mean, sir? 
Tommy. 'Cos we're frozen out, dad, and I haven't had a bath for 
over a fortnight. °° 


At the Theatre. 
Flippem. Does Miss Footlight draw? 
Floppem, No, but she paints a great deal. 
s 2 


s 
“HELLO, Tom! What are you doing now-a-days, working hard?” 
“No, I've got a pretty soft thing on.” 
“Well, you'll always have a soft thing on as long as you keep 
your head about you.” *° 


OF all the letters that there be 
In all the alphabet, 
The letters B, T, E and D 
Most strikingly resemble me: 
use those four, as you may see, 
Are always found in DEBT! 
ses 


Teacher, Who was Homer? 
Small Boy (at end of clase). A pigeon, sir. 
ss 


s 
Wise, Here's a capital article on a wife's duty to her husband 
that I must get the missis to read. 

Simple, How do you manage to persunde her to read thoze 
things, old man? Mine absolutely and flatly refuses to do any- 
thing of the kind. 

Wiese. Oh, that’s easy enough. I read it, or pretend to read it 
inyself, when we are sitting together, and every now and then 
chuckle and grin and rub my hands, and at last I cut the article 
out, fold it up carefully, and put it in my pocket-book. Directly | 
leave the house the missus sends out for the paper, finds the article 
which I have cut out, and reads every word of it. Twig? Ha, ha, ha! 

ss 


- 

Young Simple. I saw that charming Mrs. Newed yesterday. She 
really seems to carry all before her. 

Aliss Singleton (coldly), Naturally she would—from force of 
habit, you know. She was a waitress, 1 believe, before she married 
poor Mr. Newed. Bue 

s 


BILL SIKEs's ghost appeared Inst night to me, 
And whispered, Gawain-like, “ Alas, alas ! 
I don't resent the criticisms free 
That modern moralists upon me pass, 
But one pene makes my ghostly bosom sore. 
My father Dickens spelt me with an ‘i’; 
So why do nineteen out of every score 
Now spell my patronymic with a ‘y'?” 
ss 


* 
Young ee It says in this book, mamma, “She had had 
reverses.” What does it mean when a woman has reverses? 

Mra, Sharpahina (with a world of meaning in her tone). \t 
means, my dear, when a poor woman has to turn her best dress in 
order to make herself decent for church. Ahem! 


HOW TO SAYE MONEY. 


READ. 
WARHAWKS; 
Or, the Mysteries of the City, 
And learn the tricks of Fraudulent Advertisers and Bogus Companics. 
Now Appearing Weekly in 


LAREH SS! 


ONS HALPFPINNY. 


Saturday, March 2, 1895.] 


TOOTSIE ON GIANTS AND DWARFS, 
MUSIC-IALLS GENERALLY, BURNT-CORK COMEDIANS 
AND PONY MOORE. 


—_—— 


SoME surprising things were said in a recent trial before the 
Lord Chief Justice and a Special Jury. 

said Mr, William Frere, comedian, “ He had never seen anything 
vulgar at the Moore and 
Burgess performances, Mr, 
Moore was very particular. 
There were many things he 
would not have mentioned 
at fap others, fleas 
and bald heads.” 

The Lord Chief Justice 
observed that “the selec. 
tion was an extraordinary 


Mr. Morton, corner man, 
said “he had never heard 
Mr. Moore swear in the 
hearing of the audience.” 

“Nor out of the hearing 
of the audience?” insin- 
uated Mr. Carson, Q.C. 

“© Well,” replied the cor- 
ner man, “he might do as 
others do behind the door, 
but not loud enough for 
the audience to hear.” 

é Mr. haba rr yt a 
ramatic and mus agent, 
said “he had cnmaged ar- 
tistes for Mr. Moore. He 
had been to the show and 
had never seen anything 
vulgar.” And, cross-ex- 
amined by Mr. Carson, he 
admitted that “he had no 
antipathy to music-hall 
. performers.” 

Miss Ada Lundberg. All these remarks appear 
tometo be surprising. Let 

us think things over quietly. Why isit vulgartospenk ofafiea? Is 
n flea itself vulgar? Ifso, how, and why? However, let that pass. 
And now about bald heads, Are bald heads vulgar? Surely not, 
though possibly undesirable, There is on record a case of certain 
rude boys calling out, “Bald head!" and being eaten by bears, 
which after all does not seem unnatural, for "s grense, ns a 
restorative for baldness, had very likely long before been 
counted among the causes of the wrongs their progenitors had 


suffered, 
Now with respect to swearing “behind the door.” Is it, in the 


Profession, the habit of its leading members to go and get behind 
fit coming on, and ia swearing 
umstances ? 


n dvor when they feel a swearin 
less reprehensible under those ci 
thun once stated that 
a good cry is, in some 
ri beneficial to 
ladies, and in like 
fashion a good swear 
to gentlemen — but 
why behind the door? 
1 can imagine a gen- 
tleman who has for- 
gotten his esp 
swenring & good lot 
outside a door before 
the police interfere, 
But let that pass 
also, and let us come 
to the Inst and most 
important int — 
Mr. George Sinclair's 
admission under 
cross examination 
that “he had no anti- 
pathy to music-hall 
performers.” —Cer- 
tainly he isa musical 
agent, and not likely 


It has been more 


to have as long as 
they pay their little 
“coms”; but why 


should other ple 
regard them with an- 
limthy? What is 
this stupid rubbish 
that is being. talked 


for ever and ever by 
a jack of absurd old out-of-daters?, Why should music- 
halls. ? Here, first Hansom! The London Pavilion! “Is that 


you, Ted? How are you?” “We've come to see the giant.” 
“The giant, eh?” Teddy responded. “Come on upstairs, then, 
and whatever you do don't be frightened.” 

“How's that for high?” asked. be, as he introduced Mr. Hassan. 
Mr, Hassan is a lofty specimen. There are eight feet odd of him. 
He is, however, rather an under-sized chappie compared to his 
father, who, was killed in the Egyptian war. This sets one 
thinking of the disadvantage of nT king over little fellows’ 
heads when a cannon ball is coming your way. 

Besides the giant there is a biggish programme at the “Pav.” 

The oneand only Bessie givestus 
the thoughts of an old girl with 
respect to new girls. This isa 
number likely to catch on and 
last. But how funny is all the 
talk about new women, when 
you come to think of it. Far 
away in the sixties, according 
to Ma's library, there were 
“Girls of the Period”—good 
girls. They wore knickers and 
smoked and swaggered and 
straddled; but, bless you, in 
the forties, so did Madame 
Geor, Sand, and, later on, 
Lola Montez. There is nothing 
new, but the newer girls them- 
selves, who can’t be too new. 

There are lot» of clever 
peope at the “Pav.” I like 

ennieValmore, and Ada Lund- 
berg’s songsare decidedly good, 
Miss Minnie Cunningham is 
sympathetic in her song of 
“Friends.” Miss Lucy Clarke's 
medley is fetching, and Miss 
Kate James's song and dance 
attractive. 

Charles Godfrey is all Sir 
Francis Drake, and more xo, 
If good Queen Bess had only 
had him in command of tie 
Fleet about that time she would 
have had two helps of roast 
pork at Tilbury Fort. 

: A very good show indeed 
have they got just now at the Pavilion. and the night 1 was there 
tue house was well filled, 

io there, and say I sent you, there’s a dear. 


Miss Jonnie Valinore, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


te 


LOPER’S PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 
SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Atfections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath. Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed iis Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


REMARKABLE CURE OF 
LIVER COMPLAINT AND INDIGESTION. 


—1e—_—_ 


Glencorse, Milton Bridge, N.B., 
January 10th, 1895, 
Messrs, Gurpex § Co. 
GENTLEMEN, — Having been @ sufferer from Indi- 
gestion and Liver Complaint, which I contracted when 


serving in the West Indies fifteen years ago. I have tried 
every medicine advertised, but with no good results, I 
was recommended by a friend to try your Pius, J did 


so—the effect was marvelluus, I am now as free from 
disease as the day I enlisted. You hare my full permis. 
sion to use this testimonial in any manner in which you 
may think fit. Iam, gentlemen, your obedient servant, 


SERGEANT T. BURFIELD, 
The Royal Scots Regiment. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 


SEND 9}? IN STAMPS TO 


THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO., 


989 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


A SHOCKER! 


SLOPER’s handsomeat sub-editor was reclining in his plush-lined 
library chair the other afternoon gazing dreamily at the marvel- 
lous oil-painting of that noble steed, ugh § Hampton, anid 
wondering, if that were within three streets of him why people 
wondered when he went head over heels in the City and Suburban. 

The frou-frow of silk petticoats was heard without—then there 
was a tap on the door—finally a vision of feminine loveliness, clad 
in feathers and furs, glode in. 

“ If—er—I'm not putting you about at all——” 

“Oh a a eee ti rt of 

, well, then—er—l'm getting up a sort of anagram com- 
petition, it’s called a grondulleks for brains '—a good title, don't 
you think?” 

“ Ripping !” 

“M—yes. Now how eae words can one get out of SLOPER?” 

“That depends,” repli the editorial one peered “for 
instance, if you were to go into the Black Dog and pick up his 
boose and drink it, you'd very likely hear something—he's not 
ungallant, but his words would slip out unchecked when he saw 
his ooseboo disappear. Another way would be to drop this marble 
paper-weight on his pet corn. By gum, you’d——” 

ut a somewhat hurried frou-freu from the staircase told of the 
maiden’s hurried flight. Then the young man beat his breast in a 
rage, and said things to the poets who sat around him 
awaiting inspiration. 
—————————— 


LOVE VERSUS NEEDLEWORK. 

THEY sat within the parlour, William Henry and his lass, she 
was the sweetest maid in all the Balls Pond Sewing Class, but 
somehow Bill was bashful—blushing like a “ Football” Star, as he 
watched her hem those ering for Thursday Night's Bazaar, 
He gazed first at her pretty face, then at her tiny feet, till presently 
he! blurted : 

“ Liz, you're sweet enough to eat!” 

She started at the compliment, but still her cheeks grew hot, 
and, tossing her head spe y, cried : 

“ Bill, don't talk such rot !" 

The thin ore dropped from her hand—she stooped—the 
blockhead dull, in stooping tee banged hard her hend—— 

“ You ass, vou've cracked my skull!” 

“Oh, lor!” says Bill, and grabs at her—she stands it like a 
stunner—he puckers up his lips and then he gives her such a 

ne-er ! 
: “Give over, do,” the maiden cries, but he’s for kissing still. 
Says she, “ You surely never did do that eres pee, Bill?” 

“Oh, didn’t I!” he answers her, and, with a flash of wit, he 
added, “but 1 did—an’ more—I ain't ashamed a bit!” 
; Then (we are bound to add) they started kissing and a-squeez- 
ng— 


e * * * * ° 
—the while for flannel thingamy's the Balls Pond poor were 
freezing! 

—————) 
OTHER PEOPLE'S TROUBLES, 

DrRAUGHTS? You're complaining about the draughts—why, 
there’s « Cocoa Rooms not a thousand miles from this office where 
the draught is so strong and the cocoa so weak that the customers 
have to swallow it quick to save its being blown out into the street ! 

One of the goody-goody papers announces an article entitled, 
“ How to help those who help themselves.” Simplest thing in the 
world: on going to bed, leave your front door open ! 

“What's in an aim?" as the young man at the “ forest-rifle- 
range” observed. when he missed the cardboard rabbits and 
smashed the “small Bass" the proprietor had put on a shelf for his 
supper, 

A wedding has caused a lot of trouble in peaceful Wandsworth. 
It all came about through a Plough Lane girl who would insist on 
throwing her shoe after the newly-married couple. The carriage 
is a total wreck. 2 local doctor has the bride and the horse under 
treatment, and a number of men are dragging the river for the 
remains of the bridegroum. : ° 


. % 
- 


67 
ALL THAT GLITTERS. 


oe. 


SOME people are always ready to make allowances, 

* Loan make more allowance for a pawnbroker than ever he makes 
to me,” said Elsie = 
Montfitchet in the «._< =) 

reen room of the =e 
‘rivolity. i 

“See how hard 
they are on the poor 
people, though,” 
said one of the com- 
pany, sadly, “ Fancy 
& poor woman 
having to pawn her 
petticoat.” 

“And the brute 
taking off sixpence 
because it wasn't a 
fashionable cut.” 

“Yet,” said Elsie, 
aweetly, as she skil- 
fully handled her 
powder-put!, “they 
get done in the eye 
sometimes. Did | 
ever tell you about 
Florry Vavasourand 
the diamond biz!” 

“No, do just tell it 
us. 1 know the girl; 
she disappeared— . 
levanted toAmerica, ~~ ~". p 
orsomething of that . “a. 
sort. Go on with In the green room, 
the yarn.” 

Just a cigarette or two were lit and they seated themselves to listen. 

“You see, the fellow in question was a pawnbroker. You know 
the sort of little half Jew beggar. The little cad who knows 
everything. Is ready to stand at the Music-hall bar when he 
thinks anybody is looking on to admire him, but who wouldn't 
give a halfpenny away on the quict. Well, when Florry Vavasour's 
turn was off—she wasn't up to much, you know, but always 
managed to get squeezed into the programme somehow or the 
other. You know how it can be jerked. Well, she used to go and 
have something at the bar of the Chain of Tartary. As luck would 
have it, our friend Viscount Three Brass Balls was there with a bill- 
discounting friend, who knew something of her. The sixty-per- 
center, or three hundred-per-center, did the needful introduction, 
and they became as chummy as love-birds, 

“*Oh! Mr. Simeon,’ said Florry, ‘you are such an amusing 
creature (which was a thorough good chunk of Ananias, for, like 
most of his gang, his only idea of fun was in chuckliug about how 
at different times he'd sold his pals up). You are so amusing. 

VP taa ty — You must come to 

af { Lea aimee : my little Sunday 
ae ‘ 
| 


|: ; _ | evening—quite Bo- 

i hemian, you know. 
(That was true 
enough, iy girls.) 
—==<—————e Must come, you 
know ; must come.’ 
So she hands him 
the regulation little 

t of pastebvard : 
‘West Kank Villa. 
Mrs. FitzScroe- 
Gains and Miss 
FLORBY Vava- 
sour. At Home, 7 
p.m.’ And ofcourse, 
our dear little Vis- 
count Brass Balls 
shows it off to all 
his so-called pals— 
with the usual Snip- 
> per Juggins swag- 

er. And, of course, 
eturns up. Such 
music—she had a 
voice like a corn- 
crake, and her Play- 
ing sounded like 
Such music, thumping the oven 
door with a poker. 

Fiz, too, the very best old fruity sort, regular 82s, the dozen, No 
matter. They grew quite like love-birds. At last she said to him: 

“*Do you know I'm rather hard We He was not one of the 
parting sort, so didn't care for this, and pulled a bally long face. 

“¢Oh!’ she went on, ‘1 don’t want any loans and t only 
business. If you could just let me know what you could let me 
have on these couple of rings and this brooch.’ She took the rings 
off and the brooch off. They were good enough. There was uo 
doubt whatever about that. 

“¢ They're fairly good.’ Of course, in his usual biz he meant to 
take the edge off and not appear bursting full of joy at doing the 
deal. ‘I daresay I could let you have £50 on them.’ 

“¢That's not over much,’ she said, ‘and 1 don't know that I'll 
do it ; but if 1 alter my mind !'ll send my maid round with ‘em 
to-morrow early, Ain't they curiously set!’ : 

“¢Just as well,’ said Sharphins, ‘they could be so easily traced.” 


i 


« * * « Py 
“ At 10 A.M. next morning Viscount Three Brass Balls was behind 
the counter. The curious rings were produced by a smart maid. 
“*T'm to have £50 : on 
on them, Miss Vavas- 
our said.’ Saal 
“The pawnbroker -—7, 
just turned them over = ft 
in hishand. ‘Ishould =~, 
knowthemanywhere,’ */, 
he said; ‘they're 
so curiously set.’ 
“The needful was 
handed over. 


e A . 

“By the ll a.m., 
Victoria, a profes. 
sional-looking young 
lady left express for 
Paris, accompanied by 
a Yankee - looking 
gentleman. 


° * *. 

“ Mr. Viscount Three 
Brass Balls, on calling 
next Sunday, found 
that Miss Florry Va- 
vasour had gone to the 
Continent. 

“ Mr.Viscount Three 
Brass Balls, on open- @ 
ing the parcel on 
puning through the 

e! 


etock, Id the stones Produced by a stusart mud. 
up to the light. ae 7 : 
“*By —!' The adjectives he used were something frightful. 


‘They're only paste.’ 
“ Miss Vavasour had kepta duplicate set of ‘curiously set jewels.’ 
“ J1e—the Three Brass Balls—never found her nor yet his £50, 
I don’t know, though, that I could ever be very sorry for him,” 
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MORE THAN SHE WANTED. 


“Oh! have you gone in for the new costume also, Miss 
Fortyscuc ?" 

“Yes, ves, And they tell me it makes me look five years 
younger,” 

~ Five-and-twenty years younger, Miss Fortysene.” 


“Go on! you take a lealing part in the new play?” 
“Course 1 do, Don't I lead the processiun across the 
front, with a Lioomin’ banner?” 


*,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to reecive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits hare not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. 


“Dear me!” said A. SLOPER, “it take me all my time to interview French 
Presidents. It’s a great inconvenience, having to run over to France, but——" 
“Then put it off for a time, 3.,” said his good lady ; “I'm sure Mossoo For don’t want 
hart if I did not hasten to 


yet my 

quiet dignity. “Rubbish!” said Mrs. Sloper. “1 know what it is, you'll be a-painting 

Paris red, as you call it.” ‘Heaven forbid!" cried A. SLOPER, Saas We eyes 

. @ crack in the ceiling, “I'm no communist.” “Stuff !" said Mra. Sloper, 

/ “You know what I mean well ensugh, 5. Now, mind you come straight home 
directly after.” “Certainly, my darling, certainly,” said the Eminent, hastily 
cramming his pockets with toilet requisites and a change of linen. The first thing 
A. SLOPER did before calling at the Elysée was to invest a few francs in a tricolour 
sash and cockade, and as many legions of honour as it would run to. “ And,” said he 
afterwanis at his club, **as I strolled along the Boys doo Boolong, 1 must admit—— 


No. 380.—Miss LILIAN CARR. 
“Thy slave am I; fair Lilian, command me.” — The Doot Snook, 


Wifey. My hat seems to afford you much amusement; I 
should like to know what you see ridiculous in it. 
The Brute. Ou, nothing, darling, except your head. 


(Saturday, March 2, 1595, 


“Jack is getting awfully stingy, dear, 
The other night he woukln't even stand 4 
cab fare, and 1 hal to walk two miles in 
the snow in the costame of Sappho”— 
Extract from Letter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—PRESIDENT FAURE. 


OSE 


gv 
x 
fom 


time for me! 1 never sought it, my dear chappies, I never sought it: it cume quite 
natural. Such, I would modestly remark, is fame! Who'll stand a drink ?"——(5) 
“ Well, Felix, mong army, and how are things going?" asked A. SLOPER. “Well. 
MONSIEUR SLOPER,” replied the President of the French Republic, “I think we are 
pretty straight now.” “Bong! But my reason for asking was because if you waut 
any help in governing lar bell France, I, moug Presidoug, more key parley, am at 
your service. 1 was thinking we might manage together pretty well : you taking in 
hand the political, and I the social affairs of the nation. Umph?” ° A thousamt 
thanks, MONSIEUR SLOPER. I will tell you what I will do.” “ mong chair 
President.” “If 1 want you I will send for you.” “Right you are, Felix! I haveu't 
my card case ; but perhaps you wouldn't mind taking down my address on your cuff 
—Millew Court, Battersea, opposite the Dogs’ Home, and 99 Passarge de Soolecr. 
Koo der Ledger, E.C.” A. SLOPER, now home again, ia scpenting how to be 
recalled by the President. In the meantime the national flag of proudly 
waves in the stiffish breeze on the summit of Mildew Court, where it will rewaiv 
until dire want necessitates its departure to the pawnshop round the corner. 


“ For I would barter all to win a smile.” — Lord hob, (1) T was envied by the men,—(2) Admired by the wonen,— 13) Cheered by lay 
* Till now I knew not what it is to love,” —The Hon, Billy. petty gaymius,—(4) Aud saluted by ler Millytare. ‘Pon my soul, ‘twas a proud 
THE SEASONABLE WEATHER AT THE BROWSIDE. 
Pee — -- ome = = ead ey sail ; ie, 
eee os 
- PEN yy a 


Bn bor ~-— 


(1) We all know bow the Elder simply loathes to be late for the Kirk on Sabbath mornin's, so he took a 
short cut over the frozen loch last Sabbath. 


(2) Aud dropped in. 
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(3) “Thankfu' am to be here in guid time, but hoo the deevil awm 


I tae sit doon, I'd like to ken.” 


A HPawkeward - eu Sbome P. 


y 


Foot harcly Harriers: 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Have you used—that is, I mean, have you taken a stroll on the Thames this morning? This 
will be the question of the day before long. The river between Westminster and London Bridges 
is already nce entirely blocked with ice. On we yo :—The fight between the Club and Hawke, 
In sporting circles is the talk:—Two scullers row a splendid race, And England once more taker 
Jivst place :—Cross-country running during frost, Full many athletes life has cost :--1f you should 


Pred. Poor old Jamesjams tells me that his wife gives him no 
Jence, 


Cynthia, No peas? I suppose she gives him beans instead. 


A FROST. 


Mabel, Do you believe in long engagements ? 
Maud, No, wot when they are plrntetal ! 


not know what to do, Like SLOPER, you must rote for tro :—This tale of woe ia very sad,'Twas 
whisky made poor Jimmy mad :—Away they gotowards the sea, So of the frost we'll soon be free :— 
The County Council avon will try, All London reservoirs to buy —Ta, ta, friends, Vf you are 
doubtful as to which party to vote for, Progressives or Moderates, don't forget A. SLOPER'S advice, 
as contained in my centre illustration.—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


- 


SARKASTICK. 


Tommy Spinks. Yus, the over-pressher at thesyer school's 
priser horful, Blest if I can wear my hat now, my head's that 

4 

Our Mria, 1'm !—don't fink it’s done no ‘arm to yer beauty 
—not as yet, 


tines 
Grace (who owes Maud one), Not going down to supper 
ayain, dear ? 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


It is not often that the plumber has such a beanfeast as that 
which has been his lot during the great frost of ‘93. Pipes have 
been bursting and 
kitchen boilers ex- 
ploding all over the 
show—hardly a 
house has escaped. 
The plumber is not 
usually a man of 
great energy, and 
his methods, as a 
rule, are slow, but by 
no means sure, But 
with the universal 
demand for his ser- 
vices, he has been 
compelled, to an ex- 
tent, to throw off hix 
habitual languor and 
bustle about a bit. 
Hopelessly incompe- 
tent is the average 
plumber, and we are 
entirely in sympathy 
with the Parliamen- 
tary pro I that all 
who wish to qualify 
for the trade should 
pass 2 proper exami- 
nation, justas an en- 

ineer is made to do. 
fe is surely wrong 
that any dutfer who 
chooses to call himself a jJumber should be thus enabled to dis- 
organize the drainage and create havoc among the gas and water 
pee on the property of unsuspecting and long-suffering house- 

olders, ee 
s 


WE have to deplore the death, at an early age, of Gordon 
Fraser, a truly humorous artist and a splendid draughtsman, who 
has worked for the “ HALF-HOLIDAY” for many years past. Our 
readers must all be familiar with his comical sketches appearing 
weekly on the last page, and which me so important a 
feature in the poe. is “Ball’s Pond Banditti” drawings in 
Larks! too, will be remembered by many, for they were immensely 
got It isa very sad business. Poor Fraser, it a met 

is death while skating on the backwater of Hemingford Island, 
Huntingdon, close to where he lived, and he leaves behind him a 
grief-stricken wife and some young and pretty children. Person 
ally, at Shoe Lane, we have lost a Grilliant helper and the 
ship of a right-down good fellow. . 


s 

A. SLOPER is glad to see, from a contemporary devoted to the 
interests of the fair sex, that big sleeves are doomed—and quite 
time, too. The Eminent is not A 
a man who scoffs much at the 
vagaries of feminine fashions— 
he likes to see loveliness array 
itself daintily and becomingly, 
but really the alarming propor. 
tions attained by the leg-o’- 
mutton sleeve was beyond a 
joke. Tosit down between two 
women ina public conveyance 
and tind their protruding sleeves 
excludes a view of the opposite 
passengers makes a man feel 
uncharitable, and it is with 
pleasure that the Old ’Un hears 
that for once fashion is to 
ascree ing more sensible. 


* 

ONcE again have Mr. Hawke 
and his fellow fanatics of the 
Anti-Gambling League suffered 
defeat in their war against the 
Sport of Kings. In losing their 
action against the Stewards of 
the Jockey Club they have lost 
what was practically the Water- 
loo of the campaign, and they 
will have less common sense 
even than one gives them credit 
for if they do not see the futility 
of prolonging the struggle. But ‘ 
there are many other ways in which these doubtless worthy 
but unquestionably misguided gentlemen may appease their 
thirst for notoriety. May we venture to suggest the abolition 
of coddam and the suppression of chuck farthing as more within 
the scope of their energies, ee 

s 


THE more one learns of the of the Chinese Emperor in 
dealing with his Suhenviensd tnd donated army, the [oa one 
wonders at its complete rout by the plucky Japs. The wholesale 
manner in which this barbaric monarch orders the execution of all 
the officers he can possibly hold accountable for any important 
reverse is alone sufficient to demoralise any army. No wonder his 
admirals and generals commit suicide when defeated—it comes to 
the same thing in the end. ee 
s 


Mr. ALEXANDER has s ily atoned for Gwy Domville. Mr. 
Ones Wilde new play ea store beyond Gustion, dept it 
author an y-turvey copy-! i§ ulation 
Mr. Alexander, More of the piece when we have Ponte on om 
artist. ee 

s 


Flansel and Gretel was far too charming an opera to be soon 
parted with, and when the production of An Artist's Model at 
Daly's drove 

Humperdinck's 
delightful work 
from its first 
London home, it 
was a happy idea 
on the part of 
Mr. George 
Edwardes to ar- 
range for a series 
of daily matinécs 
(Saturday ex- 
cepted) at the 
Gaiety. Thither 
is this peas and 
tuneful opera 
drawing big 
audiences, who 
testify their ap- 
wreciation in no 
palf-hearted 
manner, Go and 
see it; it’s 2 treat 


Tur display of talent at the first Fleet Street smoker of the 
season, held recently ut Anderton's Hotel, was certainly on a par 
with the excellent show of whisky bottles and glasses. Mr. W. 
Gould made a capable chairman, and proved himself thoroughly 
efficient in entertaining the guests and shifting the whisky. 
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STILL another change of management at the Oxford Musie-hall 
is announced. Mr. H. Lundy, of Canterbury and Brighton 
Alhambra fame, is, we understand, 
nbout to take over the managerial 
reins as successor to Mr, Jennings. 
Mr. Lundy will now have an oppor- 
tunity of showing his friends on 
this side of the water what he is 
capable of. His task, though, is not 
of the easiest. The entertainments 
at the Oxford have always been 
noted for their excellence, and the 
new manager will find all his work 
cut out to improve upon them. 


s 
Even County Councillors are 
humorous at times. Sir John Hutton, 
in a recent speech, sum up the 
Moderate programme as including 
“Houses moderately healthy, 
sewers moderately tiushed, music- 
halls moderately decent, weights 
and .measures moderately correct. 
and wages very moderate indeed.’ 
If Sir John will apply to us we will 
see whether we cannot promote him 
to a permanent position on our 

staff, *° 


ATthe Drawing Room last week 
no one attracted more attention 
than Cousin Evelina. The crowd 
outside seemed quite struck dumb 
with astonishment. There is no 
doubt but that a low-necked 
dress sets off Evelina’s voluptuous, figure to great advantage. 


THE Tottering Structure has been graciously pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit" upon TomMMY GILMOUR, because he knows 
how to manage a concert, “ fo beep bleated the Cerulean-Eyed, 
“they do tell me as a cuncert ain't much cop in Glasgow, without 
Tommy bosses it—'specially a charity one. Wot a comfort it must 
be to a cove to be able to pat himself on the back and feel that he's 
some use to his fellow coves, and not a fossilized, bald-'eaded. 
blear-eyed, booze-soaked old josser——” But here the Aged 
rightly assumed that Alexandry was Levers | personal ; and loud 
and agonising were the boyish shrieks that followed. 

s 

Our fighting Editor is temporarily laid up with the influenza. 
Spring poets will oblige by not visiting the Sloperies until he is 
convalescent. * 


THE way to aa rich, according to French journalists, is to 
blackmail. English Pressmen can play pretty low at times, but, 
thank goodness, they never descend to this depth of depravity. 


s 
MaRcH is here. and the hearts of the hatters are pelntets in 
anticipation of the rich harvest in store forthem. The month of 
March means a ' 

good deal to the 
ave hatter. 
He whistles and 
yearns for wind 
with as ‘much 
vigour as does 
the sailor when 
becalined at sea. 
For the sake of 
his peace of 
mind we_muat 
hope that March 
this year will 
prove one of 
the good old 
sort. Lt 


THE Moore 
and Burgess 
Minstrels are 

iving a real 
ownright 
capital enter- 
tainment at the 
St. James's Hall 
every evening, 
and on Mon- 
day, Wednes- 
day and Satur- 
day afternoons, which must be seen to be appreciated. The 
performance is entirely frce from vulgarity, and not even the most 
vuritanical can take exception to any of the quips or jokes cracked 
uring the entertainment. o« 
a 


THE statement that we are selling Larks! is quite correct, only 
the half million named as the purchase money is not the sum. 
One ha'penny is all we're asking—one ich geest weekly—and the 
rush for our mammoth comic is remarkable, no u 


s 
THAT Prince of Showmen—dog showmen—Mr. Charles Cruft, 
held his eleventh aso exhibition of canines at the Agricultural 
Hall last week, and great indeed was its success. The finest show 
on record was the verdict on all hands, the only regrettable feature 
being the absence of a class in which Snatcher might have had a 
look in. Mr. Cruft should see to this next time. 


THE great frost has caused all sorts of people to rush into print 
with their experiences of this and former big freezes. The oldest 
inhabitant has been in great request by ig “7g scribes, and 
some of his anecdotes are truly remarkable. We really had no 
idea the oldest inhabitant was q juite such an accomplished liar. 


s 

Poor old Father Thames has been frozen out of both house and 
home. From Windsor down to Gravesend the river is little better 
than a mass of 
ice, and even the 
fish find their 
native element a 
little too cold to 
their liking. If 
the frost con- 
tinues we shall, 
during the next 
few weeks, doubt- smi 
less able to | 
utilise the river 
even in the neigh- 
bourhood of 
London _ Bridge 
for skating pur- 
Ose. ¢ 


THE tinal test 
match between 
our own crick- 
eters and all 
Australis is crent- 
ing excitement in 
the land of the Kansareo, 


) The match, in fact, is the sole topic of 
conversation, and the betting on it is quite as heavy as on au 


average Epsom Derby. At present the Australians are slight 
favourites. But there is little doubt that should Stoddart win the 
toss the Englishmen will be promoted to that position. 


[Saturday, March 2, 1895 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FORK THK WREK ENDING Mancu 91H, 1493, 
— 


8rd March, 1861.—John M. Maddox, at one time m; 
of the Princess's Theatre, died this day, aged 72. Dany 


4th March, 1863. — Among some curious quotati 
lished this eS ee a book printed Be hf ats de Won 
Vad ba = that “an oak groweth five huudred years and fy 
ve hu 


5th 
talism,” who died iu the 91st year of his a 
Preston, was born this day at the village of Walton-le-Dale hear 
Preston, and for several years followed the occupation of « hang 
loom weaver. In 1815 he marned, tuok up his abode in Preston, 
then became a dealer in cheese, an aathor, a printer, a lecturer, , 
prescher, anda man of great originality and influence in allni. 

ding arenas of provincial life. He wrote out the first temp. 
ance or teetotal pledge, and was one of the seven men who signe; 
it, on September Ist, 1832, at Preston. The words of that pled. 
were these: “We agree to abstain from all liquors of an intox;, 
coating ael , whether ale, porter, wine or ardent spirits, eXcept 
as medicine. 


6th March, 1867.—“The Irish Republic” was this day pro. 
claimed. i 


th March, 1766.—This day died Mixs Mary Mogg, of 
Kose Tavern, Wokingham. Gay, Pope and Swift Gonjotuniy oy 
a poem about her of which this is the tirst verse : 
“The schoolboy delights in a play day, 
The schoolmaster's joy is a flog ; 
The milkmaid's delight is in May-lay, 
And mine is in sweet Molly Mogg.” 


Poor Molly died a spinster at the age of 66. 


8th March, 1887.—Polly Prince, an inmate of the Fir Val 
Workhouze, Sheftield, celebrated her one hundredth birthday ti; 
day. She had long been the object of kind attention, not ouly 
from the Guardians and officials at the workhouse, but of ladics 
and tlemen in the neighbouroood of Pitsmoor ; and several vf 
the latter, int honour of her attaining her hundredth birthday, 
provided her and the other inmates of her ward with @ tea, in 
which was included such unaccustomed _ fare as tea cakes, sponge. 
buns, pastry and other “luxuries.” The old lady was in high 
spirits, and evidently oni ed being made much of. Most of the 
ladies who were present brought presents for her, and piled up 
around her was quite a heap of them. These included three shaw!;, 
money, eggs, biscuits, and a splendid bouquet, the ee of the 
Mayoress. The favourite, and evidently most acceptable, presen: 
were packages of tobacco, of which she received enough to kee» 
her going fora long time. There were also three new pipes, ani 
one of these she smoked in honour of the occasion. She, however, 
retained a preference for her old “cutty,” and reiterated her ob):c. 
tion that the new pipes “ burn the ‘baccy up” too fast. 


Oth March, 1887. — Mr. George W. Churchley, solicitor, 
attended before Mr. Vaughan, at Bow Street, this day, and sub. 
mitted an information containing allegations of perjury und con. 
spiracy against several persons. The application was made on 
behalf of the daughter of Mrs. O'Connor, the widow of the miu 
who was murdered by the Mannings about fifty years ago. 


—_——s 


THE UPS AND DOWNS OF THE 
SLOPER FAMILY. 

No. 9.—How Miss GOODENOUGH PLAYED FOOTBALL 
WITH many a moan, with many a groan, 
With many a murmuring underto! 

The beauteous Tottie sat and grieved, 
Like one of some dear friend bereaved. 
And SLOPER’s sympathetic heart 

Was probed and pierced by be dart, 
And on the shoulder of the maid 

His huge, aes gentle, hand was laid: 
And, “Tell me, dear,” he whispered low, 
bad Why weep ye so? why weep ye su!” 


“Oh, sir! I’ve been and joined, good sir,” 

And burning tears were shed by her 

ke eavesdrops in a water-tub 

“The British ies’ Football Club!" 
“Well, what of that?” the Wreck replied, 
“The fact should yield thee joy and pride.” 
“It did awhile,” the sweet one said 
“But now my joy and pride are tled A 
For I've got to purchase—there’s the rub— 
A brand-new football for the Club!” 


The Mound would not believe her, till 

She further moaned, “I've gained such skill 

In high, high kicking at the ‘Friv.,’ 

That in our match I cha’ to give 

The ball a thrust which made it tly 

Into the firmament so high. 

And it has ne'er come down as yet, 

So a football new 1 needs must get! 

Then ALLY said, “‘ Nay, weep not, I implore thee! 
I'll pawn my gamp, and buy that football for thee!" 


SEES oe 


SLOPERIAN HOME TRUTHS. 
(Can be taken either with or without sugar.) 

EMERSON says “There is always safety in valour.” We would 
like to ask Emerson if he ever said he couldn't afford to take his 
wife to hear the handbell ringers on Thursday, and on Saturdas 
she found in his pocket a four pounds fifteen supper-bill incurred 
ata fancy ball on the Friday night when he was supposed to be at 

the Buffaloes’? E. needn't prepay postage on his answer! — 
Any Juggins can lend a fiver, but it requires some brains to 
borrow one—aye, and something more to get it back agniu! : 
The common or garden crow is credited with a speed—when hes 
really in a hurry—of 25 miles per hour, the swallow and the wil! 
nd can each whilst the vulture record stands as high ** 
50. Seems a lot, we'll admit, but still A. SLOPER, with a tipsta! 
or &@ committal order at his heels, has taken the Champivushi) 


Ser 


te in 


deth 


years.” 


It’s a prophetic old bounder of our own, who conte give 
Moore and Zadkiel any amount of start, who says that March is’ 
month injected into the year for the benefit of those industricu 
mechanics who restore swinging signs to their places and re-g2” 
publicans’ fallen lamps. - 

The Mohammedans are taught by the Aeran to have four wit 
apiece, A. SLOPER has thought of starting a Avran for tl 
benefit of the Shoe Sane sherbet-shifters. It would be sv hands 
when they came home of a night, three of the wives could hv 
the old man tp, whilst the fourth interrogated him. 

A family paper which A. SLOPER sees occasionally observes t!:!! 
one of the saddest sights on earth is that of a weak-eyed bachelor 
endeavouring to darn his own socks. Possibly, but. it’s not =" 
sadder than that of a keen-eyed married ‘un with no socks. buts 
wife who does nothing but pore over the family paper here! 
beforementioned. 

a 


Ewery Wednesday. 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
89 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, £.C 


Twopence- 


Saturday, March 2, 1885.) 
CAPILLARY CHARACTER. 


mong vertees recipes for interpesting character fe eno for mating by 


How strange is 
each character- 


’ CharacréR AY HAIR 2 How lS are the 
; An! THEn We modes they 
) L087 ay opt 
: CWARAGTER wail Bicol a! 


er, 
The next for 
your optics nay 


opt. 
And some (like 


KE7 


itll the 
nowing), 

vd U/ Will only by 
| aery (i;' swear, 
\ 4 a But now (as we're 


y showing) 
= | if Some savants are 


= / rt 


It seems if one's 
tresses 


OuRy, 
That's proof of the owner's high birth ; 
But if low folk would fain make theirs “ doses,” 
Their efforts are all of no worth ! 
But the BALD? Will the “know-alls ” so knowing 
Think their characters melted to air? 
Or how then are they going 
Their skill to be showing 
In character Reading by Hair? 


-_————— 


SHE BAD iS USE the 

SHE was certainly one of the very snappiest little women youn 
Pury Higginbotham had ever clapped eyes on. Gracotulle 
lining against the well-stuffed cushions of a “first smoker,” 
is picture of jaunty loveliness instantly caught the Fe go of the 
ight young stockbroker’s clerk, as the train glided into the 


; tion. True, he boasted but « “second season,” but it took him 
rr less than that period of time vulgarly known as a Bes whisper 
e, and pay 


make up his mind to share the fair traveller's solit 
e extra if caught. 

She was even more charming upon closer inspection. Henry 
igginbotham wasn’t very clear upon the subject of what a New 
‘oman might be; he'd never come across one loose before, but 
re at last, he thong st, 
s a specimen of the 

ss he had 80 _= 
uch about, and whose 

uaintance — if this 
s anything like a fair 
mple—he felt sorry 
ep had never made 
fore. 

Henry Higginbotham 

* not long in opening 
econversation, | 
* Er—you don't object 
smoking, I hope?” 
said, producing a 
arette caseand throw- 
a momentary glance 
the inscription op 
e window pane. 

She turned an ani- 
ated glance upon her 
extioner, “Not at 
I,” she said, cheer- \ 

ly; “the fact is, I . 

s iust longing fora weed myself, but 1 haven’t any lights with me.” 
“ May—may I offer you one of these smokes?” he chipped in 
stantly, “they are not half bad, really.” 

She beamed acceptance and puffed away gracefully while her 
lighted companion made the running. She was bang up-to-date. 

found, knew all the latest gossip—sporting, dramatic, literary 
d scandalous. And she looked so entrancing In her rakish semi- 
sculine rig as she chatted gaily and unaffectedly on, that it was 
ite a shock to Henry Higginbotham when she rose to get out. 

Hang it all, it would never do to lose sight of her like this— 
haps for ever.” Bursting with love the young fellow forced 
his courage with a jerk and stammered out : 

‘Can J—may I—that is—won't you allow me to see you part of 
ur way?” 

here was certainly pity in the glance she turned upon him. 
hanks, awfully,” she said, as she waved her hand towards a 
ight, wanfaced saddened looking little man, who, with a long 
pthed infant in his arms, was approaching the door ; 
hanks, awfully, but l've my husband with me to-night. Smoking 
kes him and the baby cough, su——” 

But Wenry Higginbotham had fled into the solitude of the night. 
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BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 25.—THE OLD TaBARD INN GIRL. 


WHERE Chaucer dined of yore, and 


P 
The cheese, the sack, the capons : 
Where thirsty Shakespeare lounged 
and lazed, 
And blued his last three ha’pence : 
Where knights, provoked by red 
wine's sting, 
Have oft drawn sword 
from scabbard— 
If{cre at mine ease I sit, 
and sing 
The sweet one 
at the Ta- 
bard! 


here 
caroused, 

And shelved 

their monk- 


” No B ary as 


\ ish manners: 
—-| [~ No Bouthwark 
tanners, here 

> snug housed, 


_To a a their hard-won tanners : 

No debtors, freed from Marshalsea, 
Who jested here and jabbered— 

E’er felt such joy as comes to me 
From the fair one at the Tabard! 


And yet she'll ne'er be mine, I fear, 
For I've got the intluenzy. 
And my love would at my true love sncer 
If I cried, with amorous frenzy : 
“I faid would gaid a boddie bride, 
Add Ib of thee edabourec, 
Bo pony be bide, be bide, be bide, 
sweet wud at the Tabard |" 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX, 


—— 


Roya. Nava. Bar Devonport, 
February 2rd, 1895. 

My Dear ALLY,—1 am greatly honoured and pleased that you 
have conferred on me your “Award of Merit,” which I was 
delighted to receive this afternoon, and I feel very ud to be the 
possessor of a de; so greatly sought after. I value the diploma 
very much, and I will hang it up in my cabin, to be admired by all 
those that should come in. 1 am at present on the sick list, suffer- 

ing from injuries which I sustained through accidental! falling out 
of the midnight express from Paddington to Pl oak on Thurs- 
day morning, February Mth. As my right and is severely 
sprained, | hope you will excuse one of my brother officers writing 
my thanks to you, and I will endeavour to make a legible signature 
with my left hand. With best love and kisses to your charming 
and. beautiful aap ig Tootsie, and again expressing my great 
pleasure ut being able to put “I.0.8.” after my name, I remain, 

dear ALLY, yours truly, HUGH GRIFFITHS, F.O.S. 
(Surgeon, R.N.) 

P.S.—1 am inclosing 1 cutting from the Western Murning News, 
of February 15th, describing my acci: 

—_s—_—__—— 
SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 20.—VicTtoR VERMOUTH SLOPER. 
Born, 1464. Burned in Bed, 1521. 

lr is perhaps due to the memory of Victor Vermouth, who, 
immediately upon the incarceration of his elder brother, hastened 
to put his paws on the estate, to say that he was a social improve- 
ment on his parricidal predeceseor. It is a matter for regret on 
the part of the present historian that he can say no more, The 
fact that he made no effort to obtain the liberation of his relative, 
which a little judicious bribery would, undoubtedly, have accom- 
plished, may, of course, be attributed to natural horror of his 
crime; but there were not wanting those who asserted that Victor 
Vermouth purposely threw every obstacle in the way of his 
brother's release, and he even went the length of bribing the 
Governor to experiment upon the wretched prisoner with the 
newest and most painful forms of torture. 

Be this as it may, Barnum Bolingbroke never left his cell to 
dispute with Victor Vermouth the possession of the baronical 
belongings, which, considering the peculiarly sanguinary disposi- 
tion of the former, was certainly a bit of luck for V. V. 

Victor Vermouth was not long in restoring the estate to its 
accus' order. The roundabouts, the swings, the shooting 
galleries, and other horrors which had transformed the place into 
a gigantic pleasure fair, were quickly got rid of, although there 
was a little legal difticulty with the fat lady and the skeleton dude, 
with whom Barnum Bolingbroke had signed a three years’ agree- 
ment. Seventeen cartloads of winkle shells and twenty-one of 
shrimp heads were removed, man-traps and spring guns were 
scattered around. and the Castle Sloper once again assumed its 
wonted papers of baronial grandeur. 

Victor Vermouth did little to entitle him to the respect of 
posterity. Cruel, selfish and rapacious, he was ever foremost in the 
oppression of the weak, with the capacity for swag abnormal even 
in those days of armed plundering. In battle he belied his name 
being always conspicuous ed his strategic position in the rear, and 
his readiness to retreat the instant thinzs n to get at all hot. 

In Parliament he was responsible for an improved law of divorce, 
and availed himself of his own measure no less than fourteen tinea, 
the fashion for a multiplicity of spouses having been set by no less 
a person than Bluif King Hal himself. 

t was during the time of Victor Vermouth that the east wing of 
the Castle, with its many valuable historical treasures, was totally 
destroyed by fire, the finger of suspicion pointing strongly to the 
Baron himself asthe incendiary. But the insurance company could 
prove nothing and Victor Vermouth pocketed forty thousand in 
compensation for damages. 

But this very success brought about a justly-deserved doom. 
Arrangements were made to burn down yet another portion of the 
Castle. but owing to a misunderstanding with his accomplices the 
I shavings were lighted too soon and Victor Vermouth 
perished miserably as above recorded. 

(10 be continued next weck.) 
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“ ICHABOD.” 

AY oath, an oath, and a solemn oath, 
And an oath to heaven I made 

On the happy eve when we pledged our troth 
As we strayed in the sylvan glade. 

In the inmost heart of my hearts I swore 
I would ever to work adhere 

Till a thousand pounds | had earned, or more, 
For my wife of a future year. 

A pound, a pound, and a golden pound, 
Knd a pound after that | gained, 

For my hand ever true to ite toil was found, 
And my brain was never unstrained, 

Till a thousand Pome in the bank were mine, 
And five hun pounds beside. 

And “Enough!” I cried. “To the sacred shrine 
1 will carry my own dear bride.” 


A vow, a vow, and a vow of wrath, 
And a vow from my soul upwent ; 

“J awenr to career on the downward path 
Till the gold I have gained be spent !” 

For I came to the vale whore my love did bide, 
And, as forth to her home | strayed, 

1 saw her close-pressed to her new love's side 
In the shade of the sylvan glade! 


oo 


OUR SABBATH SCHOOL. 


SEVENTEEN sharp, but frostbitten, little boys gathered round the 
half-frozen but still kindly, head-teacher at the Standpipe Row 
Sabbath School last Sunday afternoon, and once again the good 
and earnest man taught them with a patience that elevated him to 
an altitude only a little less than that at which the angels fly. In 
the words of the great lyric author, “It ain't all lavender,” turning 
out on a cold, bleak, Arctic afternoon to tench, in the blenkest of 
schoolrooms, other people's brats the way they should go, but this 
was one of the (hoasas of good souls who undertake such tasks ; 
and he was endeavouring to make the afternoon's discourse the 
more appropriate to the hard times by taking for his text, “ Riches 
take unto themselves wings, and fly away.” 

“ Yes, dear children,” he expatiated, “how’very true it is, they 
‘take unto themselves riches, and they ‘fly away.” Now what 
kind of riches do you suppose is meant ?——you, Willie Widgett.” 

“What kind o' riches, sir?” 

“Yes, Willie.” 

“ Ost-riches, sir.” 


e * e e a e 

Eleven of the boys got out by the door. the remaining six clam- 
bering on to the forms and then dropping out of the windows, 
The poor teacher, with wild dishevelled hair, and now and then the 
iocking, crooning laugh of one who has indeed gone clean off his 
filbert, was still careering madly round the barren room, occasion- 
ally yelling “ Ostriches, he said—Ostriches,” when the constable 
arrived, and, after a short but exciting struggle, forced him intoa 
straight waistcoat and a cab. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Dvo-decimala : 5 and ‘75. 
COMPREHENSIVE Description of the Modern “Cults”: Diffi-cult. 
“THE Young Idea": An idea of writing “Night Thoughts” at 
an advanced period of life. 
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THE REVOLT OF. GHIBER. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Mrs. Mo.ey PasHa No.1 waited anxiously for the return of 
the boat, on board which Rhombo Baladdin had left to be the 
unconscious execu- 
tioner of her vengeance, 
She had the final act 
of the drama she 
— out to fulfil 
ere vengeance was 
complete, But the 
actors did not return. 
Anxiously she waited. 
She calculated that a 
quarter of an hour 
should have been 
<r to have dis- 
I of the sack con- 
taining the be 
eighth section of the 
_ tr fe widow. 

an hour passed, 
and there was no boat, 
and when it approached 
forty-five minutes she 
be; to fear that some 


called 


search, but as_ she 
recollected that all the 
water was before her, 
and no knowledge 
of the exact where- 
abouts of the nee 


Mrs, Muley blushed. 

search would be a \ 

She did not know where Rhombo Baladdin lived 

or she py have made her way there and seized the jewels. 

And then it flashed across her memory that he was to sail that 

night. But on board which vessel? She knew nothing of it. 

Could she go on board the different vessels asking if Rhombo 
din was there? She could not. It would create a scandal, 

It would come to the Grand Vizier's enrs—it might come to 

those of the Bawshaw. If it did she would get the sack certain. 

Any explanations she might offer as to the jewels having been 
stolen would look very thin, as it was well known that only she 
had access to the coffers of the Inte Muley, and, besides, Rhombo 
Baladdin might have time ere he closed his career. if caught, to 
ward statements. It was quite possible, too, that 
pset and all the occupants drowned. Perhaps that 
would be the best way of all for peace, but in that case the jewels 
would be lost for ever. 

All night long she waited, but Rhombo came not. Next day the 
Grand Vizier called 
for the answer to his 
offer to marry the 
widow of the late 
Mrs. Muley, cx bloe, 
Mrs. Muley blushed, 
and on half of 
herself and partners 
necepted the honour 
done her, 

The marriage duly 
. took place a week 
afterwards, The 
Grand Vizicr could 
not understand why 
his confederate the 
Giaour cook at the 
Imperial Palace 
never turned up, 
but as mysterious 
disappearances were 
not infrequent in 
the neighbourhood, 
he asked no qucs- 
tions. 

When the Grand 
Vizier had made an 
inventory of 
possessions of the 
ante Muley Pasha, 
he was grieved to 
find that their aggre- 
A black bag in his hand. gate value did not 

nearly samount to 
what he had hoped. He expected that there would have been 
a much lar uantity of precious stones. The assets were 
not inconsiderable, but the Vizier concluded that these were 
not sufficient to carry " revolution to success, 80 he decided 
to drop that feature of his aiereree, and the revolt of Ghiber 
did not take place till seve years afterwards, and full 
Laat pgga of which will be found in the daily papers of the 
period. 


° e e e e . 


Rhombo Baladdin, for ever afterwards known as Michael 
M’Ginty, Esq., stepped with a black bag in his hand on board the 
vessel by which he had secured a passage to England five minutes 
before the advertised time of sailing. As he arranged, he was 
accompanied by a lady, 
and there was no occasion 
to explain that it was a 
different lady from the 
one for whom the berth 
was originally engaged. 
It was an anxious time 
for both while the vessel 
lingered in the harbour 
and as she slowed out, 
but as the lights of Ghiber 
began to disappear in the 
distance, and no pursuit 
was apparent, they began 
to breath easier. 

At Malta, albany and 
Bridget M’Cann, née Muley, 
were united in the holy 
bonds of matrimony, and 
there also they indulged 
in the luxury of a com- 
plete outfit of European 


clothes. On arrival in 
England, Mr. M’Ginty 
consulted a respectable 


his cargo of precious 
stones into cash, which he 
invested in consols. 

Neither Mr. nor Mra. 
M'Ginty cared to live in 
Ireland. A sane little 
estate was secured in England, and there, surrounded by numerous 
children, oid enjoyed life wonderfully, nor ever regretted the 
results of their share in the rasntahey Revolt of Ghiber. 

HE END. 


European clothes. 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 66.—PROrESSOR WALLACE, FOS, 
“This well-known ventriloqui-t is a fue and large example of 
the success resulting from dogged perseverance and an early 
determination to make a name for himself. With his charac- 
teristics our hero might have become famous in almost any 
profession honoured by his selection. Hat he espoused the 
cause of literature he would, undoubtedly, have been a great 
novelist ; had the Stage been his choice, Henry Irving and other 
stars would have sung small, Prime Minister, Archbishop of 
Cauterbury, Loni Chancellor, or Commander-in-Chief, might 
the Professor have been, hal he elected to follow any one of the 
respective professions of which these positions are the summit. 
But no; our herv preferred to cultivate his natural gifts, and 
the amusement-weking workl are the gainers. Chietly because 
he’s a crack ventriloquixt he was created P.O.8, and the * Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him January 12th, 1895,” 
Lebrett Improved. 


SWEET SIMPLICITY. 
© Now, what do you think of my new hat, John? could any- 
thing well be sim 2?” “Yes; the blankey, blank juggins of 
a husband who three guineas for it.” 


“Ye'll excuse me, sorr, but p'r'aps whin you've done the 
ixterior, ye'd loike to stip inside ant draw from the view from 
dinin’-room windy, as the family has finished lunch.” 

[Astonishinent of Mr, Newling skool, who was under the 
impression that he'd come across a dwelling of 
the flint aye at the very latest, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
DION'T LIKE THE JOB. 


She. 1 believe this has been a carringe rug, there a, 
two muffs on it. 

He, Awfully rule of you to say so, 1 only know of 
one myself. (After that—rows, 


A “TIP.” 
Guest, Waitah! here's a shilling; what's the wi; 


Sve (to her lover who has just proposed, Will you speak to papa now ? he is in his study, cat thing you oan reco 1? 
st thing y mment 


dle (nerruusly), No, J won't dicturb him ; in fact, L think it woukl be better if I telegraphed to him. Waiter, Go to the resterong over the way, sir. 
NOT EXACTLY. SAME THING. 


}! 


rT 
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— hi J 
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‘a 
, Ry 
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——— Trumpet. Hwl a pool zame? Dribhler. No; very poor. 
Trumpett, Goul ground ? Dribbler, Beastly ; untit to play on. 
A. Hullo, oft man! waiting for the moon to rise ¥ poor shige hiehinegeee Lomader who didn’t know the 
B (feebly). Mang it ! d'ye think I've swallowed that ? Trumpctt. Look bere, deah boy, why the devil can't voamyes once you lost. 
GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. STAND PIPES AND GROG. AWKWARD! 


It. was like Biliy’s presumption to try his ; eater: Bere, look sharp! missis "ll give it me ‘ot if 
Mnek, for she had £2000 a year and has since aint buck Loon, 4 S 5 at 
F i ‘ 6 “Get out? . of course t out. Te 
marries aduke. Bat it jut hows what a lut Jow, That's just how I should like it—with a bit of you ses the Scie {ioe bo seas tie phasis T fel 
of check the Honourable’s yut. lemon aud plenty of sugar. Go and get someone to bring a coke fire—quick ase 
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